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look as though they would this year. They were not nearly
ripe, and there was scarcely a month to go to the snows. I
asked the colonel whether there was more agriculture in the
Siberian arctic. *No*, he said; 'the same as here; no
different.9

We arrived at Murmansk precisely on time, seventy-one
hours fifty minutes after leaving Moscow. Murmansk is
large, ugly, sprawling with docks, warehouses, workers'
apartments, and half-built factories. Almost every brick
building in the town has been bombed. There is scarcely
an unbroken window left in the town. It is surrounded by
hills of granite, with dwarf pine-birch forests, lakes, and
swamps.

Bella went to the Intourist Hotel. Sasha was met by his
wife and ten-year-old boy, who solemnly clutched the toy
tommy gun, and refused to turn the handle. I was met by
representatives of the British Naval Mission. I asked the
Naval men who the N.K.V.D. colonel was.

6 Oh, he's back, the bastard.   He is the boss of the"
N.K.V.D. for the whole Kola peninsula.'

RETURN JOURNEY

30 August

Was taken down to the station by the Naval Mission.
Large crowd to see the train off. My only companions at
the beginning were the producer and manager of the
Murmansk theatre (there is a government theatre even in
Murmansk, with many imported actors who are attached
to it), and Bella major. Bella minor was the Intourist
official who travelled up with me from Moscow. It is
hard to imagine anyone of the same height being even
fatter, and when the Mission told me that there were two
Bellas in the Intourist Hotel, and that I had only seen B.
minor, not B. major, I did not believe their description of
B. major. But they were right. She is perfectly spherical;